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The other day my girlfriend was on a call 
with a woman from The Dance Data Project and 
mentioned in passing that I was enrolled ina 
Dance Criticism class. Immediately, the woman 
snapped and coldly said: 


nilell,. tell your girlfriend what we need is 


_ceesless dance criticism and more 
ae = arts journalism." 
Exactly, I thought to myself, my eyes rolling so 
far back in my head that it actually hurt. Her 
trenchant opposition to dance criticism seemed to 
me fundamentally ignorant of the form itself ina 
way that so specifically spoke to why we need 


criticism. 


(This is not to say we don't also need arts 
journalism; it too serves a distinct purpose 
within the realm of writing about art.) 


If one is to regard criticism only as the thumbs 
up / thumbs down maker-or-breaker of culture that 
it most stereotypically is, then I would be apt 
to agree with her opinion. However, that version 
is, of course, not the only form of criticism, 
and to write off the discipline entirely is to 
disservice not only the institution of criticism, 
a worthy and noble profession (save for some 
notable exceptions), but the arts with which 


critics engage, too. 


I don't know if The Arts need criticism. What I 
do know is that I, as An Artist, certainly do. 
Criticism taught me how to think, how to see the 
world, and how to begin to stake out my tiny 
claim on the practice of art making. It teaches 
me something new and richer every time I absorb 
even the smallest critical fragment, 
even/especially when it is cruel or poor or 
disagreeable. It has made my art better, and my 













art likewise informs my criticism. 


It is a process of inquiry, of generosity, of 
grace. It is about what is and what isn't, 
surely, but it is also about what can be. 
Criticism is an art - yes, you heard me, an Art - 
doggedly devoted (as I personally am) to 
listening, to absorbing, and to holding a mirror 
up to the forms we love so well so that they can, 
as they have in some way pushed us to do, grow 
and evolve. 






















In Margo Jefferson's essay, “Revisions; Critics 
Should Look at Art but Also at Themselves," she 
writes: 











"Criticism is supposed to be a kind of aduit 
education. And it's not just the readers who are 
to be educated (and entertained and unsettled and 
even moved). Sometimes, given a short deadline or 
a new subject, you have to cram the way you used 
to for exams. 






But it's more than that now. The amount of 
cultural material that comes our way - trash, 
treasures, ephemera, alien matter - is 
overwhelming. New forms pop up. Old, even 
ancient, traditions we once knew nothing about 
are suddenly center stage. We've all had a 
particular kind of intellectual training. We've 
inherited canons and then lovingly constructed 
our own person cultures/ 





And like most adults, (audiences, scholars, and 
plenty of artists), we're not necessarily eager 
to re-educate ourselves. It takes time to study 
some discipline that didn't exist 20 years ago 
when you were on the cutting edge of things. And 
it takes nerve to expose yourself to the 
uncertainties, the humiliations even, of learning 
new ways of reading, seeing, and listening. 











Learning is as much a process of 
surrender as of mastery.” 
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There is no real medicine there is only art 


How about that? 





